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LOUS IAD, 


HEROI-COMIC POEM. 


C AN T OI, 


By PETER PINDAR, Esaurreg. 


Ng ~ WitH An ENGRAVING psy Aan EMINENT ARTIST, 


e.. oem 


_ Magnum iter afcendo, fed dat mihi gloria virts— 
Non juvat ex facili lea corona jugo. PROPERTIUVS, 


Bold is th’ afcent, but GLory nerves my pow’rs ; 
s. I like to pick on precipices, flow’rs. 


_ | Bag. LONDON: 


PRINTED FOR J. EVANS, PATERNOSTER=ROW. 
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ARGUMENT. 


A Sublime, natural, elegant, and original Defeription of Nicut—Mo- 


defty of the Stars—Slumbering fituation of their M-j—s, with a Com- 
pliment to their Conftancy—The charming Princesses afleep—bhigh 
Compliments befowed on them— A prophetic fuggeftion of a Court/bip 
between one of our PRINCESSES and fome great German Duke—An 
Account of Mr. Morpueus, vulgarly called the God of Sleep—bis 
Croility to the People, in giving them pretty dreams, by way of compen- 
fation for fhutting up their mouths,. eyes, and ears, for a dozen or four- 
teen hours togetber—The folemn Amufements of SiLENCE—A Night- 


’ Pitture of London—The Palace, a Night-Scene—The Gosdnefs of 


certain CouRT Lorps fo the Maips of Honourn—Kind Embraces 
placed in anew light, and vindicated—More Account of the Palace ; 
containing a thirfty. Fly, a hungry Cat, a flarved Bull-dog, and froft- 
nipped Crickets—n Account of MADAM FAME’s ‘fourney to the Den 
of Mavam. Discorp—4n Account of Mapvam Discorp—An 
Inventory of ber Cell—<Account of her Excurfions—her Piétures. and 
Mufic—bher fudden flight to Buckingham-Houfe—ajffumes the Shape of 
MapAM ScHWELLENBERG—whifpers his Mayjefty—the Speech to 
Mayjefty—Mayefty's fine Anfwer in his fleep—Discorn quits Majefty— 
takes the Form of MADAM HAGGERDORN—and goes to the Mayjor’s 
bed-fide, and whifpers Rebellion to him—Her Speech—The Major fits 
upright in bts Bed—bandles bis Pig-tail—The MAjor’s moft pathetic 

Curfes—bis fenjfible Solsloquy on Wigs—his Attack on Kings in general, 
and Praife of our moft gracious King in particular—The Major /firikes 


alght—a rich Compartifon—vifits a Mafter Cookh—Vaj} difference be- 


tween a Battle fought in a Field, and in a News-paper—The Defcent of 
the Cooks to the Kitchen—A great and apt Comparijon—Tie Cooks 
look about for Day-light with borror—The fituation of their Souls 
defcribed—jinely illufirated by a great WoMAN’s apprebenfions for ber 
jine diamond ftomacher—Lord EGu—t—n and an old Maid—A 


mop 


moft tender and suft Apoftrophe to the frail FaiR-oneEs of. the Town 
—a Tear dropped on their unhappy Condition—their part taken by 
the Poet, and, in a great meafure, vindicated—The Poet's thunder-bolt 
launched at a certain great Limb of the Law, by way of palliation— 
iA fhort, yet moft charming Reflexion on the Female Heart, when in 
love—The Poet returns to the Cooks—continues to defcribe their dread 
of Day-liht, by more apt Comparifons of hungry Authors—General 
| Conflagration—Sir WiLtiaM CHAMBERS and the BisHop of 
EXETER—Some Allufion to his Majefty’s Fourney to Exeter—Extraéts 
Jrom a Manufcript Poem of a Devonfhire Humourift, one John Plough- 
fhare—The Major vainly endeavours to banifh his fears by whiftling 
and humming a couple of Tunes—The names of the unfuccefsful Tunes 
—The Major's Choice of them only known to the great AUTHOR of 
NATURE. | 
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LOUS IAD. 


CA NT O THE THIRD. 


at  @ © @ 


N IGHT, Tike a widow in at ae of v woe, 


a, 
= % 4 > 


Had early walle d for hours our world below: 


Hobgoblins, fete 3 in a her train, and cats ; 2 


Owls round her hooting mix d with wanes bats, 
Like wanton Copii in th Tdalian groves, | | | 
T hat Aickerin fport around the Queen of: Love, _ 


oe i 


Now like our Quality, who darkling riley 


Each fa tat op -g oes fathionable eyes 5 


¢ : « 


B Too, - 


[ 2 ] 
Too proud to make appearance, too well bred, 


Till Sot, the vulgar wretch, had gone to bed. 


His wifdom dead to fublunary things, 
In leaden flumber fnor’d the Jef of ***** ; 
In flumber lifelefs, with feraphic mien, 
Clofe at his back, too, {nor’d his gentle *****: 
Unlike he pair of modern days, that weds, 


And, in ove fortnight, bawls for different beds ! 


Bleft imp! now Morpueus o’er each Princefs ftole, 
And clos’d thofe ain eyes that vainly roll | 
Eyes! Love’s bright ftars! but doom’d in vain to fhine ; 
For, ah! what youth fhall fay “ thofe orbs are mine ?” 


Then, 


IEEE ' ie 
C3 ] : 


Then, what are eyes, alas! the drightef eyes, 
Forbid to languifh on a Lover’s fighs ? 
The pouting lip, the foft luxuriant breaft, 


If coldly fated never to be prefs’d? 


a 2 “SEE Oe 


Ah, vainly ¢ho/e like dew-clad cherries glow ; 
And ¢4is as vainly vies with Alpine fnow! 
The breath that gives of Araby the gales, 
| The voice that founds enchantment, what avails P 
| | The Juno form, the purple bloom of May, 


Gifts of the Graces, all are thrown away ! 


But, poflibly, fome German Duke may move, 
And make a tendre of his heavy love! 
His wide dominions—miles, p’rhaps, nine or ten ; 


His Myrmidonian phalanx—fifty men |. 
_ - But 


(C4 ] 

But lo! his Aeart, the fount whence honour foprings, 
Swell’d with the richeft blood of ancient kings ! 

He comes! not for high birth, his own before ! 
Great Duke! he comes to woo our golden ore, 

And add (how truly happy Britain’ fate !) 

Another Leech to fuck the fanguine State ; 

To join ee oe what a goodly row!) | 


and Co. 


The Place-Broker, old Scuw 


Now Morpueus (in compaffion to mankind, 
Made, by his magic, deaf, and dumb, and blind) 
-Amus’d with dreams man’s ambulating foul, 

To recompenfe him for the time he ftole ; 
Bade the Beau dance, his Delia melt away, 


Who box’d his ears fo cruel through the day - 
Of 


Cs). 
Of ancient damfels eas'd the lovefick wie 
Brought back loft charms, and all’d their laps with {wains ; 
Gave placid cuckoldom a conftant dame ; 
To brainlefs authors, bread and cheefe and Sis : 
Made driv’ling Monarchs {chemes of wifdom plan, 
And Nature’s rankeft coward kill his man; 
Gave to the chap-fall’n Courtier wealth and power, 
Who felt no favour at the levee hour, 
Though tip-toe’d, hawk-like, watchful all the while, 
To feize the fainteft glimpfe of Royal {mile ; 
Bade happy Aldermen affume new airs, 
Be-chain’d with all the {plendor of Lord May’rs ; 
And bade them too (without a groat to pay) 


Re-gobble all the turtle of the day: — 


C | Bade 


[ 6 ] 


Bade Gi x think his might could match a moufe, 


And Cuameers fancy he could build a houfe ; 
And Lapy Mount, th’ antipodes of Grace, 


Think that fhe does not frightex with her face.— 


Now Sirence in the country ftalk’d the dews, 
As if fhe wore a flannel pair of fhoes, 
Lone lift’ning, as the Poets well remark, 
To falling mill-ftreams, and the maftiff’s bark ; 
To loves of wide-mouth’d cats, moft. mournful tales; 
To hoot of owls amid the dufky vales, 
To hum of beetles, and the bull-frog’s fnore, 
The {pectre’s fhriek, and ocean’s drowzy roar.— 
Lull’d was each {treet of London to repofe,. 


Save where it echo’d to a WaTcuMan’s nofe; — 
Or 


—— _ — = = a Se ee 


[7 ] 


Or where a Watcuman, with ear-piercing rattle, 
Rous’d his brave brothers from each box to battle ; 
To fall upon the Cynrutas of the night, 

Sweet Nymphs! whofe fole profeffion is Delight! 
Thus the gaunt wolves the tender lambs pacilie, 
And hawks, in blood of doves, their beaks imbrue | 
Thus on the flies of evening rufh the bats, 


And maftiffs fally on the am’rous cats! 


Still was the Palace, fave where now and then 
The tell-tale feet of ovideate men, 
Night-wand’ring Lords, foft patting on the floor, 
Of Maids of Honour fought the chamber door ; 
Obliging door! that, op’ning to the tap, 


Admitted Lords to take a focial nap, 
| And 


[ 8 ] 
And chafe moft kindly from each timid maid — 
The ghofts that frightful haunt the midnight fhade : 
For very horrid ’tis, we all muft own, 
For poor defencelefs Nymphs to lie alone ; 
Since nights are often doleful, dark, and drear, 
And raife in gentle breafts a world of fear. 
Nay, were not Lords ordain’d for Ladies’ charms ; 
To guard from perils dire, and dread alarms? 
Yes! and like lock’d-up gems thofe charms to keep, 
Amidft the {pectred folitude of fleep. 
How wicked then to fly in Narurs’s face, 
And deal damnation on a kind embrace! 
Pardon, ye grave Divines, this dodtrine ftrange, 


Who think my morals may have caught the mange. 


Still 


[C9 ] 
Still was the Palace, fave where fome poor fly, 
| With thirft juft ready to drop down and die, | 
Buzz’'d faint petitions to his Maker’s ear, 
To fhow him one {mall drop of dead {mall beer ; 
Save where the cat, for mice, fo hungry, watching, 
_Swore the lean animals — {carce worth catching ; 
Save where the dog fo gaunt, in grumbling tone, 
By dreams deluded, mouth’d a mutton bone; 
Save where, with throats to founds of horror ftrain’d,. 
Crickets of coughs and rheumatifms complain’d, 
Lamenting fore, amid a Royal hold, 


“ How hard that crickets thould be kill’d by cold | —_— 


Now Fame ta Discorp’s dreary manfion flew, 


To tell the Beldame more than all fhe knew, 
%, 
D Who, 


‘ , 
Who, at the Devil’s table, for her work, 
For ever welcome finds a knife and fork : 
DiscorpD, a fleeplefs hag, who never dies, 
With fnipe-like nofe, and ferret-glowing eyes, 
Lean, fallow cheeks, long chin, with beard fupply’d, 
Poor erackling joints, and wither’d parchment hide, 
As if old drums, worn out with martial din, 
Had clubb’d their yellow heads to form her {kin ; 
Discord, who, pleas’d a univerfe to fway, 
Is never half fo blefs’'d as ina fray: 
Discorp, to deeds, indeed, moft daring giv’n, 
Who bade vile Satan raife a duft in Heav’n; 
Stirr'd up the fweeteft angels to rebel, 


And funk the faireft forms to darkeft Hell ; 


Bade, 


[ 3 ] 
Bade, by her os the humbleft fpirits rife, 
Bold to hihi the Monarch of the Skies ; 
For which they very properly were fent, 
Unhappy Legions! into banifhment; . 
Doom’d, for fuch moft abominable Satie 


To broil on charcoal, with eternal grinning.— 


Discorp, who whifper’d to the jealous Cain, 
‘© Go crack thy brother’s box that holds his brain ;”" 
Which Cain perform’d, in godlinefs unftable, 
T hat foe to sets and brother Abel : 
Discorp, who haunts _— G——’s maudlin Dame, 
And makes her Duke of wifdom cry out ‘‘Shame !” 
Who, after dinner, for her honours fcreams, 


And erafps a Britifh crown in drunken dreams; 


Then 


| [ 2 J 
T hen roars as though (what richly fhe deferves) 
The D-ke had clapp da broamitick -to‘her nerves = 
Discorp, who alfo often doth profane 
The goodly ftreets and. courts. of: Drury-lane 
Where bawd meets bawd, blafpheming, {wearing, drunk,, 
_ Pimp knocks down pimp, and punk abufes punk :. 
Discorp, delighting in the wordy war, 
The pillar of the Senate and the Bar: 
Discorp, who makes. a ** delight in ode,. 
Slight * Square of Hanover for Tott’nham Road 3. 
Where,. with. the tafte fublime of Goth and Vandal,, © 
He orders the worft works of heavy Handel ;. 


Encores- 


* Gallini’s Rooms are in this Square, in which is performed the: 
celebrated Profeffional Concert. 


ae 


[ 3 ] 
*Encores himfelf, till all the audience gape, 


And fuffers not a quaver to efcape: 


Discorp, all eye, all mouth, all ear, all nofe, 


For ever warring with a world’s repofe |_— 


When Fame arriv’d, the fhaving tale to tell, 
Pleas’d _ the red-ey’d Fury in her cell, 
Where fcorpions crawl’d, where {creech’d that noify fowl, . 


Known in Great-Britain by the name of Ow: ; 


Bats fhriek’d, and grillatalpas join’d the found, 


Cats {quall’d, pigs whin’d, and adders hifs’d around. 


_* This was a moft ludicrous circumftance that happened not long 
fince, when his ***** and the Orcheftra were left to themfelves and 


God fave the King. 


&£ Clofe 


[ 4 J 

Clofe to the reftlefs wave her manfion lay, 
Receding from the beam of cheerful day : 
Hence on black wing the Hac was wont to roam, 
And join the witches ’mid the ftormy gloom ; 
Howl with delight amid the thunder’s roar ; 
Hang o’er the wrecks that croud the billowy fhore ; 
See, ’midft each flafh, the heads of feamen rife, 
And drink with greedy ears their drowning cries. — | | 
Around her dwelling various portraits hung, - | 
Of thofe whofe noify names in hift’ry rung. 
Here, with fpread arms, whom Grace and Fury fill, | 
Thund’ring damnation, ftar’d Stentorian Hine: 
There curs’d, Sir JoszpH Banks, in queft of fame, 


At finding Fleas and Lobfters not the fame. 


Here 


{ 15 } 

' Here a prime fav’rite, of a fainted band, 

Hell in his heart, and torches in his hand ; 

Lorp Georce by mobs huzza’d, and, what is odd, 
Burning poor Papifts for the love of God ; 

Pleas’d as old Nero on each falling dome, 

’ Sublimely fiddling to the flames of Rome! 

There, in re{pe&t to Kings, not over nice, 

That Revolution-finner—Docror Price ; 

Whofe labours, in a moft uncourtly ftile, 

Win it like gentle Burke's, the Royal {mile ; 
Gain not from good Divines both praife and thanks, 
Call’d, by the wicked, ‘* Gofpel Mountebanks, 

‘© Mere Quack pretenders, from their lofty ftation 


‘© Puffing off idle xo/frums of Salvation ; 


c¢ Who, 


E16. 

© Who, where the milk and honey flows, refort, 

‘¢ Like rooks ~— fields, black’ning all the Court.” 
| Here, leading all her bears fo favage forth, . 

Wild rag’d the Amazonian of the North, 

With Ruin leagu’d, t’ attack the Turkith hive,. 
And leave not half a Muffulman alive : 

There ftorm’d a Vixen, far and near renown’d: 
For _/weetne/s, sete piety profound :: 

Her Sons abufing (in abufes old), 

With all the fury of a German fcold!— 

Thefe, with fome fcores,. were feen, of equal fame, 
Thanks to a lonely taper’s livid flame! 

~The form of Mapam ScHwELLenserc fhe took, 


Her broken Englifh, garb, and fin-like look;. 


And: - 


L317 3 
Then fought the Palace, and the Royal ear, 
And whifper’d thus, ‘‘ Mine God, Sir, nebber fear— 
- Oh, pleafe your Majefty, you ver ver right: 
‘© Shave all de rafcal, if but out of {pite. 
‘© Lord! Lord! how vill a mighty Monarch look, 
“© Not able, O mine God! for fhave a cook! 
- ae like a king, I fay, what can’t do dat? 
“ Mine God! pray haf more fpirit dan a cat. 
‘¢ Ser, In mine court, de prince be great as i 
. “ He fcorn to ax one word about a ting. 


‘ Mine God! de cook mufs nebber dare make groan, 


A 
w~ 


Nor dare to tell a Prince der foul der own: 
‘© *Tis de dam Englis only, dat can fay, 


“¢ ¢ Boh! fig for king! by God, I'll haf my way.’ 
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[ 18 J 


-* T haf fee Court enough—a Prince and Dook, 


But nebber with on futh as dis to look: 

I fay ver often to myfelf—Goode God ! 

I nebber vifh a crown mine head for load! 
I do iret myfelf more greater efils— 
A King of Englis be a King of defils : 

To punifhment de loufy rafcal bring, 

And fhow dem. all vat ’tis for be a King. 
America haf cover us vid fhame ; 

Jack Wilkes, too, be a dam, dam uglifh name ; 
And fal de paltry Cook be conquerer too?— 
No, God forbid! as dat vill nebber do; 

De hair mufs fall before your royal eye,. 


Tis fometing, fags! to triumph ’pon.poor fly.” —- 


. Pleas’d 


ty J 
Pleas’d with her voice, the King of Nations {mil’d, 
For Pow’r with is a fav’rite child :— 
‘© What! what! not. fhave ’em, fhave ’em, thave em, 
“ fhave ’em? — 
‘© Not all the world, not all the world fhall fave ’em. 
‘* I'll fheer em, fheer "em, as I fheer my theep.”— 
Thus {poke the mighty Monarch in his fleep : 
Which proves that Kings in fleep a fpeech may make, 


Equal to what they utter broad aes, 


Charm’d with the mifchief full on Fancy’s view, 
Quick to the Major’s room the Fury flew : 
Put off the form of ScHweLLENBERG, and took 


Of Mapam Elaccerporn the milder look : 


_ A woman, 


[ 20 ] 
A woman, in whofe foul no guile is feen, 
The Miftrefs Z the Robes to our good Queen ; 
A Queen, who really has not got her peer ; 
A Queen, to this our kingdom, wond’rous dear ; | 


Which fhows, however folks are apt to {port, 


That all the Virtues may be found at court. 
Now, in the Major’s ear the Beldame faid, 


‘© Yan Dixon—Yan, you muft not, man, be fraid. 


_ © JT like mufh your peteefhon to de King, 


w 


‘ Though Georcs will {wear’’tis dam, dam faucy ting $ 
‘© And f{wear, dat as his foul is to be fave, 

‘© Dat ebbry von of da fal all be fhave : 

‘© Yan Dixon, rader your dear life lay down, 


© Dan be de laugh (mine Gote!) of all de town. 


€¢ De 
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{ 23 j 


De ver, ver littel boy an girl you meet, 


Vill point and laugh and hoot you trow de fireet. 


. De fame (mine Gotel) vill chimney-{weep behave, 


And cry, * Dere go dé bincktend dat vas fhave :” 


‘ Dere go von poor fhave fellow!’ cry de Trull, 


* Becaufe he had de loufe upon his fcull.,’ 

I know he fay, dat you fal lofe your lock, - 
Before to-morrow mornin twalfe o'clock. 

I tink dere may = battle—nebber mind, 

I hope dat Godamighty vill be kind. 

What, if de King make noife about de tioule, 
For noting but dis dam confounded loufe; 
He be but von; you know; an den for you, 


Mine Gote! Yan Dixon, you is fifty-two: 


G 


c& Tink 


[ 22 7. 

«© Tink, Yan, how GzorcE vas frighten by de mob,. 

‘© When Lord Georce Gorpon make dat burnin job. 

‘© Mine Gote! Yan, mind me, rader lofe dy place, 

‘ Dan fuffer fuch dam nafty dam. difgrace. 

I tell you true, indeed; ver true, dear YAN), 

‘© His Majefty be.ver-goot fort of man 5. 

“ But ver veo likes indeed as oder. men, | oe 
“¢ Dat is a leetel ftubborn. now an den.—. 

‘¢ Tink, Yan;.of dat ver ugly ting, a wig; 4 
*¢ For Pot-boy and.de Pot-girl run der rig! 

“ Boh! filty ting, enough de deffil for fcare; 

_“ An made perhap of difmal dead man’s hair t 

<¢ J fal not wonders if, dy foul.for fhock,. 


“ A ghoft come feize upon der ftolen lock.. 


“ No, 


NE en Ee oe Ee a ee 


C23 ] 
«© No, fags! nor vonders if dey come an pull 


‘© De vig vid mufh, mufh fury from dy fcull. | 


*¢ Pon fom poor ftrumpet head perhap dat grow’d, 


‘© Dat die of dam difforder, nafty toad !—. 


Thus faying, lo! the Fury made retreat, 


And left the Lord of Saucepans in a {weat. 


_Juft like King Richard in his tent, Joun rear’d,. 


And verily a man of woes appear’d. 


Now handling his fmall pig-tail, ‘* Now you're here,” 


Exclaim’d the Major, ‘* but not long, I fear: | 


= Perhaps fome good may follow this fame dream, 


‘© And refolution. mar this fhaving {cheme. 
‘¢ Curs’d be the Loufe that fo much mifchief bred, — 


‘¢ And’ yields to Barbers boys, the harmlefs head : . 


s¢ Curs’d 


t 
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{ 24 ] 


—Curs’d be the razor-maker, curs’d the prig 


Who thought upon that greafy thing—a wig. 
Sure, twas fome mangy beaft, fome {cabby rogue, 
Who brought a thing fo filthy into vogue! 

Had Nature meant _ {care-crow to be worn, 
Infants with wigs had certainly been born.— 

But lo! with little hair, and that dneatld, | 

But not with wigs, they come into the world! 

What fhame, that-fheep, that horfes, cows, and bulls, 
Should club their tails, to furnifh Chriftian fculls! 
But what a facrilegious fhame, the dead 

Can’t keep, poor fouls, their locks upon their head! 7 
What an the fpectres, in the midnight air, 


Should wander, {creaming for ‘their plunder’d hair ! 


«¢ Curs’d 


[asd 
*© Curs’d be the fhaving plan, I fay again, 
“ Although the bantling of a Royal brain! | 


Thus curs’d the Major to Nicut’s lift’ning ear, 


. Enough to turn a Chriftian pale to hear! 


Thus, heedlefs of hereafter, for a pin 


Will men and women run their fouls in fin! 

Now paus’d the Major, with a thoughtful air ; 

And now foliloquied with folemn ftare:— 

‘© Drunk with dominion, gorg’d with vicious thoughts, 
* With Folly teeming, doz’d by Flatt’ry’s draughts, * 
* Taught to admire their very maudlin dreams, 

* And think it brains’ dull mudpools, Wispom’s 


ftreams,——~ _ 


H | Too 


C26 J 
‘© Too many a monarch lives; but, lo! not ours! 
ccA is who Wrspom’s very felf devours 5 
‘¢ Snaps at arts, fciences, where’er they rife, 
‘© With all the fire i bagi at butterflies. — 
« Such cannot, furely, own a little heart ; 
*¢ Therefore our locks and = may never part.” 
Now, froma ftool, a tinder-box he took, 
_ And fiercely with the ftone the fteel iis ftruck; 
And, after many unfuccefsful fhocks, 
The fparks inflam’d the tinder in the box; 
Which, by a match which Joun did fagely handle, 
Gave fudden luftre to a farthing candle. 
Thus, if {mall hing with great we may compare, 


We {ee hard Pedagogues, with furious air, 
| Strike | 
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Strike with the ft, and often with a ftick, a 


Light through a {cholar’s {cull, ten inches thick, 


Now, full illuminated, Dixon ftole, | 
Where lay a Matter-cook: within his hole: 
From whence, to all th’ inferior Cooks they went, 
Inclin’d to Oppofition’s big intent ;- 
| But, not fo fierce, alas | for oppofition, 
As in the threat’ning, bullying Petition; ~ 9° 
For men (it is reported) dath and vapour © 
Lefs on the field of battle; than-on. paper." 
Thus, in the hift’ry of each dire’ campaign, 


More carnage loads the newfpaper than plains 2}. 


And. 
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And now the Cooks and Seullions left each neft ; 


And now, behold, they one and all were dreft. 


Lo! fullen to the kitchea mov’d the throng, 


Gloom on each. eye, and filence on. each tongue = 


How much like crape-clad mourners round a bier! 


But, ah! imprefs’d with forrow more fincere ;, 

For oft, ‘ tombs, with joy the bofom. burns— 

| There, ’tis the /adle back alone that mourns. 
Now making, with. a few dry chips, a fire,. 
They fullen fat, their grief commix’d with ire; 
Sad. ruminating all: around the flame, 


Like Harry and his band,, of deathlefs name, 


Wear 
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| Near Agincourt, expectant of the day 

Big with the horrors of a bloody fray ; 

A fray that threaten’d his poor little band, 

To {weep it, juft like {piders, to that land 
Terra incognita yclep’d, which ftretches 

Afar !—of which, imperfect are our fketches ; 
Since all who have furvey’d this diftant bourn, — 
So weleons'd, were on fuffer’d to return.— 
Thus did the Cooks expect the fatal morn, 


‘When, fheep-like, every head was to be fhorn. 


Now to the  waitening Eaft they caft their ght 
And with’d, - vainly, an seaendt night : 
Not with lefs pleafure ftares upon the day, 
The wretch condemn’d hard Nature’s debt to pay ; 


I Condemn’d 
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Condemn'd ere noon to act a deed abhorr’d ; 
To ftretch, for Juftice’ fake, the fatal cord: 
Not with lefs shiasfiad fhrunk (unknown to fhame), 
A meat, drink, fnuff, and diamond-loving Dame, 
When told, ‘* That if poor Haftings — to pot, 
6c Away went _" and jewels, and what not, 
*¢ Torn from the ftomacher fo fine, yet foul, 
“© Which Av’rice thirfted for, and Raping ftole:’” 
Not with lefs pleafure, in the vale of life, 
Poor Eci-n-t-n beheld a youthful wife, 
(Fore’d, on a bed of ice, {weet flow’r, to bloom ; 
Ah! forc'd to thine, a fun-beam, on.a tomb) | 
That blooming youthful wife, inclin’d to ftray 


With Ham-.ron, all in a billing way ; 


Juft 


ee ee 
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Juft like two turtles, or a pair of lambs, 


Or ewes fo playful with the frifky rams: _ 


Not with lefs glee an old and hopelefs maid, 


_ Surveys the fun afcending from the fhade ; 


A fun, that gives a younger fifter’s charms 

So hated, toa bridegroom’s happy arms: 

Not with lefs joy, that raging chafte old maid 
Sees the frail Fair-ones in the Cyprian trade 
Efcape the whip and gaol, and hemp befide, 
By means of gentle Mister Justice Hype. 


Sweet wrecks of beauty! though, with afpic eye, 


| And glance difdainful, Prupery pafs them by, 


With mincing ftep, and {quinting cautious dread, 


As though their looks alone contagion fhed,— 


L view 
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I view each pallid wretcH with grief fincere, 
And call on Pity for her tend’reft tear ; 
See, on their checks, the blufh of Virruz burn;- 
Hear from their fouls, the figh of Rone duutas 
View, veil’d in Horror’s gloom, their fwimming eyes, 
inaiaied with hopelefs wifhes to the fkies, 
Like the pale Moon’s dim folitary form, 
Wrapp’d in the darknefs of the midnight ftorm, 
Too oft, by TREACH RY’s winning {mile betray’d, 
Too fondly trufting, falls the fimple maid ! 
Too many a TuH—1—ez walks the world of woe, 
To foul of Innocence the facred fnow! 
To love, yet nurfe the thought of villain art, 


How hard a leffon for the farrial heart ! 


Too 
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Too hard a leffon-for the female foul, 


Where Love no part’ner owns, and fcorns controul. 


Not with lefs pleafure doth a Poet look 
On cruel criticifm, which damns his book, — 
Or recommends it to th atpeaceful fhore 
Where books and bards are never heard of more, 
Than look’d each man, with lengthen’d boding beard, — 
On that fad morn, which doom’d them to be fhear’d : 
Not with lefs pleafure, likewife, let me fay, 
A hungry author fees his dying play ; 
Child of his dotage, who furveys its fall, 


Juft as mankind fhall view the tumbling Ball ; 


K : | When 
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When fun, moon, ftars, and all the diftant {pheres, 
Burft in one general wreck about their ears. 
Not with lefs pleafure did *Sir Wixuiam’s eye 
See Somerset's bold wing defert its fky ; 
A fall, at which the Nation’s purfe exclaims, 
That thund’ring crufh’d the back of roaring THamgs: 
Not with lefs pleafure did Sin Wittiam’s ear, « 


A fecond crafh of this fam’d fabric hear ; 


When 


* This gentleman {till retains the place of Comptroller of the 
Board of Works, to the Kingdom’s aprile: but demerit in Building, 
as well as in Painting, is a fufficient. recommendation. to a certain 
Species of PaTRoNs, particularly if the Profeffors are defpifed by the 
people at large. It is the money of this Nation, that is fought for;. 
not the merit. The circumftance of being a foreigner too (for this 
fame StR WILLIAM CHAMBERS Is a Swede), carries with it another 


ftrong claim to favouritifm ! 
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When poor Sir Josuua, with his painting band, 


' Swore the dread day of judgment juft at hand. 


Not with lefs glee, tenacious of his drofs, 


Ross * ftarted—Reader! not the Man of Rofs— 


When 


* The prefent Brsoop of ExetTer,. who, when his Majesty 


vifited that ancient City lately, mo? bandfomely excufed himfelf the 


honour of entertaining his Rovat Master, by billeting him upon 


DEAN BuLLER. The following lines, extracted from a manuf{cript 
performance of one Joun ProucusHareg, called the Royar Pro- 
GRESS, we think, will elucidate this part of our Epic, and not be 


unacceptable to our readers. 


¢ In comm’d the King at lafte to town, 

¢ With douft and zweat az nutmeg brown, 
¢ The hofies all in {moke; - 

* Huzzaing, trumpeting,. and ringing, 

¢ Red colours vieeing, roaring, dringing, 


¢ Zo mad zeenn’d all the voke.. —. 
> « Wiping 
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When Majesry, to reft his royal head, 


Afk’d of the Church’s mitred Son a bed,— 


Poor 


¢ Wiping his zweaty jaws and poll, 

¢ All over doufte we {pied Squire Rotte, 
| ¢ Clofe by the King’s coach trattin ; 

« Now thoving in the coach his head, 

: Meaning (we thoft) it might be zed, 


¢ Squire Rotye and GeorGE be chattin.” 


¢ Now went the ALDERMEN and May’rR, 
« Zome with cut wigs, and zome with hair, 
¢ The Royal voke to ken ; 
¢ When MeAsTER May’r, upon my word, 
¢ Pok’d to the King a gert long fword, 
¢ Which 4e pok’d back agen. | 


¢ Now thoofe that round his worfhip ftood, 
© Declar’d it clumfily was dena ; | 
¢ Yet Squirt, the people zay, 
¢ Brandith’d a gert hofs glyfter-pipe, 
¢ To make un in his leffon ripe, 


¢ That took up half a day. | 
‘ Now 
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-» Poor Man! who proving, like his Sovereign, poor, 


Bége’d him to knock at good Dean Buter’s door 3 
L | Bu.ier, 


¢ Now down droo Vore-ftreet did they com, 
¢ Zum hallowin, and {creeching zum : 
‘ Now trude’d they to the Dzan’s; 
¢ Becaze the BrsHop zent mun word, 
aN could not meat and drink avord, 


‘* A had not got the means.” 


‘ A zed, that, ‘az vor he, poor man, 
‘* A had not got a pot or pan, 
‘* Nor fpoon, nor knive, nor vork ; 
‘¢ That he was weak, and ould, and fqueal, 
** And zeldom made a hearty meal, — 


i And zeldom drade a cork,” 


* Indeed, a is a moderate man, 
¢ And zo be all the clargy clan, 
¢ That with un come to chatter ; 
¢ Who, when they’re ax’d to a glafs of wine, 
* To one the wother they tip the fign, 


¢ And beg my Lord’s fine water. 
¢ Then 
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Butuer, who took his wand’ring mafter in, 
And ftuff’d with corn and oil his {crip aid {kin ; 
For which (on gratitude fo wont to dote), 
The Monarch gave a Tumster—worth a groat! 
O glorious act! an act, how feldom feen! 


O what a day of gladnefs for the Dean! 


¢ Then az vor rooms—why, there agen 

‘¢ A could not lodge a cock, nor hen, 
¢¢ They were zo f{mall,” a zed ; 

«¢ And, az vor beds, they wudn’t do, 

«< In number about one or two, 


«* Vor felf and Joan the maid. 


‘In voolifh things, a wudn’t be cort; 

«Twas ftoopid to treat voles for nort :— 
‘¢ No; twazn’t heefe defire. 

«¢ Prefarment, too, waz to an eend; 

‘© The King woud never more vor’n zend, 


‘¢ To lift un one peg higher. 


A gift. 


© And 


- De: 


_—— = 
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A gift fo rare, fo noble, fo fublime, 
Will ftupify the fons of diftant time. 


This, let the Butter Family record ; 


This brittle treafure let the Butters hoard; 
Yet fhow, exulting, upon gala days, 


To bid fome favour’d Gusst admire and praife, 


«¢ And yet vokes zay’s a man o’ fenfe, 

‘* Honeft and good—but hoardth his pence; 
Can't peart with drink nor met. 

«* An then why vore?” the peepel. rail :— 

** To greaze a vat ould pig in the tail— | 


‘*OQutp WeyMourTu o’ Long Leat.” ee 


¢ Well, to the Dean’s, bounce in they went, 
_ ¢ And all the day in munchin fpent, 
¢ And guzlin, too, no doubt; 
¢ And, while the Gentry drink’d within, 
¢ The Mob, with brandy, ale, and gin, 


‘ Got roaring drunk without’ - > * 


Now 
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Now did the Mayor hum a tune fo fad? 
Chromatic—in the robes of forrow clad : 

But, lo! the ballad could not fear controul, 
Nor exorcile the Barbers from his foul : 

And now his lifted eyes:the cieling fought ; 
And now he whiftled—not for want of thought. 
A mournful air the whiftling Major chofe: 

Still on. his rolling eye the razors rofe. 

From grave to fprightly now he chang’d—a jig— 
Still o’er his haunted fancy wav'd the wig ; 

Still faw his eye alarm’d, the *Scrateh abhorr’d, 


| Like wild Macbeth’s, the viftonary fword.— 


Thus, 


* A fmall wig, or rather an apology for a wig, fo called, and 
generally worn by our moft amiable and auguft Monarch. 


- Thus, from what Kings, alas! may fancy fun, 
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His loving fubjegts may be plad to.run: 
Thus, when Saint Swrruen from his fountain pours ; 
Saint SWITHEN, tutelary Saint of fhow’rs ; : 


Beaux kip, belles {camper, fly the =" and hens, 


With ieaalas plumage, to the fhelt’ring pens ; 


While lo! the waddling ducks Tie Deum utter, 


Flap their glad Wings, and gabble through the gutter. 


Sing, Muse! or, lo! our Canto not complete, 


What air he humm’d, and whiftled all fo {weet.. 
~ Homer, of ev'ry thing minutely {peaks, | 


‘From Heaven’s ambrofia, to a Camp’s beef-fteaks: — 


Then let us, Muse, adopt a march fublime, 


And try to rival Homer with our rhime ; 


M . Who, 
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Who, had a NIT, in Juno's trefles heal! 
Dropp’d on divine Minerva’s wifer head ; 
Or Coox-like Fiza, exploring fome new track, 
Hopp’d fie the dlouds to AGAMEMNONn’s back ; 
The Barp had fung the fall in verfe divine, 
And Critics heard the found along the line. | 
Jove call’d his on only faucy bitch ; 
| The Port thought it would his fong enrich: — 
Jove, too, juft threaten’d, with fome birohen rods, 
To whip her publicly = the Gods ; 
The fies (though but a flogging bout at moft) 
Deem’d it indeed too facred to be loft: 
Jove call’d his daughter only bitch and fool 


(Poor Patras, treated like a girl at {chool), 


Threaten’d 
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Threaten’d to ham-ftring her fix fav'rite nags, 


- And tear her bran-new phaeton to rags ; 


The Barp, who never wrote an idle word, 

Bade his bold verfe, the Gop’s bold fpeech record : 
And had the Tuunp’rer but broke wind, the fong. 
Had, bilentha. born the blaft along.—- 
Then be it known to all the world around, 

To folks above, and people under ground, 

To Gh and fowl, and every creeping thing— 
Lillibuliero, and God fave the King, 

Were actually the very airs he chofe! 


But wherefore—Gop Atmicury only knows! 


THE END OF THE THIRD CANTO. 


% 4% The Fourth and lajt Canto will be publifoed in ‘due Time, 
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